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chatter on a thousand walls. No one thought of
the child, not even Gauntry himself; only Clara,
the spaniel bitch, coming in with the rest, had
found her and was sitting behind her chair.

Judith ate very little and drank nothing. It
was no unusual thing at that time for a child to be
drunk. The children of the poor lay in the gutter
drowned with gin. In the back parts of Keswick
town Judith' herself had seen them. But some-
thing in her, connected possibly with her immacu-
late personal cleanliness, had made her, so long as
she could remember, detest liquor. When she
was only a baby some friend of Gauntry's had tried
to make her drink Madeira, and she had screamed,
beaten his face with her hands, torn his nose with
her nails* She didn't like the smell of it very
much) but in a scene like this the stench of wine
and heat and unwashed human bodies, dogs and
horses, candle-grease and cooked meats, was so
familiar to her that she never thought of it.

What she did think of, though, was that when
the drinking and rioting had reached a certain
pitch she would leave them, for they were then
no longer of any use to anybody.

It neither shocked nor distressed her that they
should He about the floor with their heads in
puddles of wine. She preferred in fact the rough-
and-tumble riot here to the orderly drunkenness
at Fell House, and she had on several occasions
watched while Wull and Andy and Matthew
had stripped Uncle Gauntry and laid him in his
naked bed* What she did mind was that they
were all so stupid when they were * gone/ She
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